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over the Head down the neck and back, anywhere except down their
own throats. Someone pretended to be thirsty and to lament that
all the water was gone so the whole bevy trooped merrily off down
to the spring again. I could not help envying the father his children
especially his troop of lithe, lissome, high-spirited, romping girls
with their young supple limbs, their white round arms, white
shoulders and brows, their rosy flushed cheeks, their dark and fair
curls tangled, tossed and blown back by the wind, their bright wild
saucy eyes, their red sweet full lips and white laughing teeth, their
motions as quick, graceful and active as young antelopes or as fawns,
and their clear sweet merry laughing voices, ringing through the
woods. Meanwhile the father began to roll down the hillockside to
amuse his younger children who remained with him, laughing
heartily. And from the spring below rose the,same screaming and
laughing as before. Then we heard the voices gradually coming
near the top of the hill ascending through the wood, till the wild
troop of girls appeared once more and the fun began again. Next
the father went to hide .himself in the wood for the girls to find him
and play hide and seek. And in the midst of their game we were
obliged to come away and leave them for it was nearly 4.30. So we
ran down the winding path, past the spring through the primrose
and anemone starred woods to the meadow, quarry, farm and road.
I cannot think who the wild party were. They were like no one
whom I ever saw before. They seemed as if they weie the genii loci
and always lived there. At all events I shall always connect them
with Mouse Castle. And if I should ever visit the place again I shall
certainly expect to find them there in full romp.

The air blew sweet from the mountains and tempered the heat
of the sun. All round the brow of the hill the sloping woods budded
into leaf, the birds sang in the thickets and the afternoon sun shone
golden on the grassy knolls.

Tuesday, 26 April

John Morgan was tottering about his garden with crutches,
gathering stones off the beds and hoeing the earth between the
potato rows. I took the hoe from the old soldier and hoed three
rows for him, finishing the patch. Then we went indoors and sat
down by the fire.

The whole country is now lighted up by the snowy pear blossoms